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I have tried to talk of these things with Africans. They laughed
at me. Such was life. Life was either stark poverty or overwhelm-
ing abundance. There was no golden mean. One either froze or
one roasted. One either drank coffee from golden cups with an
Arab merchant in Mogador or one took a pot-shot at an old Hot-
tentot woman. She was no good anyway. For this land of con-
trasts seems to do dreadful things to people. It warps their vision.
It kills their susceptibilities to the finer things of life. The cease-
less carnage of the veldt and forest gets into their blood. And a
quiet little mousy official, fresh from the stiff respectability of a
slumbering Belgian village, has had women flogged to death be-
cause they failed to bring an extra pound of rubber; and thfn has
quiedy smoked his after-dinner cigar while the insects devoured
some poor black devil, mutilated because he was in arrears with
his ivory.
I am trying very hard not to be unfair* Other continents, too,
have greatly contributed to the sum total of human cruelty and
malevolence. But gentler forms walk across the countryside. Jesus
preaches, Confucius teaches, Buddha implores, Mohammed sternly
points to his harsh virtues. Africa alone has borne us no prophet.
Other countries have been greedy and selfish, but at times the
spirit has conquered the flesh and they have gone forth upon
some mighty pilgrimage, the purpose of which lay hidden far
beyond the gates of Heaven.
The only sound of marching feet across the African desert and
through the shrubs is that of flint-eyed Arabs in search of their
human prey, of Dahomeyan Amazons, ready to pounce upon a
sleeping village and steal the children of their neighbours to sell
them into foreign slavery. In other parts of the world women
ever since the beginning of time have tried to make themselves
desirable in the eyes of their men that they might attract them
and gain their favour. In Africa alone women have deliberately
made themselves hideous that they might repel all those who
should meet them unaware.